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I Rain on Timora

by Charles Henry

The slory thus Jar: Denise
Hampden goes to Timora Island
i the East Indics as accountant
for the Jones-MacCauley Erport
Con. Douglas MacCauley, boss at
the 1sland, 18 enraged at being sent
a girl for the job, but his anger
erentually gives way to admiration
and love. His general surliness
has antagonized the mnatives who
work for him, as well as his assist-
ant. John Pearson, and the English
author living on the igland, known
only as Christopher. Denise falls
m love with the latter. Harry
Lane, MacCaunley’s mine boss, 1is
wounded m a skirmish with the
natives and, shortly arter, serious
iastilities break owt. Pearson and
Drmise resecape from the besieged
nflice and reach the shore in time
to inm MacCouley and Lane on
the =small boat. Prarson econceals
the tact that he haos heen wonnded
as  ‘hey head for Christopher's
hovse,
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tear-stained face against his com-
forting shoulder.

“Let's go,” MacCauley sald zahm'!l)y'.I

completely unaffected by the tragedy
of Pearson's death. In that one cold

instant of callousness, Denise knew |

that she hated him.

They turned to the mangroves and |

Christopher’s hill, and stopped dead
still as the blond Englishman stolidly
approached them, his swarthy ser-
vant two paces behind him.

“Hurry,” he commanded. “We
haven't much time to lose. The na-
tives in the village saw sou boat and
they're on the way here now.”

The sight of Christopher gave
Denise an excuse to yield to the fatigue
of nervous strain, but before she
fainted, she knew that it was his arms
that caught her as she collapsed.

She awoke, warm and dry, lo see

Ithis anxious face bending over her’s, |

She was lyving on a couch in a room
that she recognized immediatelv. It
was his den, the room in which he
wrote. The rich furnishings were odd-
Iy restful and reassuring atter the

| numbing hours she had just passed

through.

He smiled when he caught the glim-
mer of relief in her eves, and held a

stooped over another blanket-covered
figure. “Well, Lane,” he said, "how
do you feel now?"

Harry Lane looked up from the floor,
his gaunt face red with burning fever,
Hia eyes were sunken and his breath
labored. “I'm fine,” he replied. “Just

| let me know when those devils come.”

Christopher promised that he would,
but Lane wouldn't let him go with-
out answering a few questions,
| in trouble?”

Christopher shrugged.
watching you every now and then up
at your diggings. Knowing these na-
| tives, I've been expecting them to blow
up. They did, so we're ready for them.”

Lane grunted. ‘“Are we?"

a hill,
the hill are steep and can only be
climbed from one side when the ground
is muddy. Upstairs, I've got a little
embrasure in the wall, and in that‘'em-
brasure I've got a machine gun.”

Lane closed his eyes,
why MacCauley never thought of one
of those things,” he mumbled, and
then his voice trailed down. "Let me
know when they come."

Christopher watched him slip into
sleep and then left the room.

When Denise again awoke, faint
| streamers of gray light played upon the
walls of Christopher's room. It was
dawn and she had slepl all might., She
| looked out the window. Rain still
| poured down, She stirred lazily. Then
| a1l the crowded, jumbled impressions
| rushed into her mind, and made her
| instantly alert. Christopher! Where
was he?

“How did you know that we were |

“I've been |

“Well,” Christopher smiled. “This is |
It's wet outside.: The slopes of |

where a crude ladder led to a amall
hole in the ceiling. “He's upstairs,” he
sald. “Why?"

She didn't reply, but attempted to
brush past him, her intentions per-
fectly clear. Once again her hands
were in his powerful grasp. “Don’t be
in such a rush,” he advised, “I'm not
bad company.”

Denise thought of all the things that
had happened in the short month
that she had known MacCauley, and
| l]aughed Dbitterly. In one word she
embodied all of her scorn and loathing.
“Swine,” she said.

His grip tightened. “Listen,” he|
said, his breathing heavy and audible,
“I love you.” He crushed her in his
arms, and brushed her lips with his.
His embrace was violent, brutal, rough;
she couldn’t struggle, couldn't avert
her face. She hated the physical
weakness that made her unable to re-
sist. She screamed once, a short, sob- |

“Don't know i

bing scream.

Her breath came in stabbing gasps.
Her eyes were blinded with hot tears.

She heard some one enter the room,
then heard lane’s dynamic voice. |
| "Muo-Cauley, you filthy dog! “You'll |
die for this!" |

Denise was thrown t6 ooe side b» i
MacCauley, who went to meet his
challenger Her bloodshot vision
cleared in time to see Harry Lane twist
slowly to the floor, his mouth a erim-
s0n gash, MacCauley towered over his

prosirate figure. His lips twisted
cruelly, “You asked for it.” |
Christopher had heard Denise

| scream and us he came down the lad- |
der he read the entue scene. His sieely
| blue eyes caught and held MacCuauley's, |

“I'm afrald I'm going to kill you,” he
said quietly, and the calmness in his
voice chilled Denise’s heart,

His intention was momentarily post-
poned by a staccato series of explosions
from the attic above, together with a
shout from Hyder, who was firing the
machine gun.

“Master! They come!™

The two men bounded to the stair-
way. Denise rushed to a window giv-
ing over the approach to Christopher’s
house. Outside, little brewn men
struggled upward through the rain.
Some sprawled in grotesque positions as
bullets found their bodies and robbed

| them of life.

(Copyright, 19:3K.)
(Concluded tomorrow.)
Tomorrow: The identity of the mys-
terious Christopher is disclosed and
Timora Island becomes, for two peo-
ple, a part of the brilliant past.

Drifting of the North Pole station
is being shown regularly on giobes to
puplils in schools of Russia.

LAWYERS’ GUILD SESSION
FACES TWO PROBLEMS

Low-Cost Legal Service and End
of Unauthorized Practice
to Be Studied.

Low-cost legal service for persons
in moderate circumstances and the
stamping out of unauthorized prac-
tice of law by laymen will be two of
the major problems considered by
the National Lawyers' Guild at a

| convention to be held at the Willard |

Hotel February 19-22, the guild an- |
nounced yesterday.

Establishment of legal service bu-
reaus which would enable lnwyorsi
to pool their resources and furnish |
low-cost legal service to prospective
clients and at the same time ‘stop|
much unauthorized practice will be
advocated by Karl N. Llewellyn, Betts
professor of jurisprudence at Colum-

| bia University,
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- Success

Alice Foote

twice—after
she was 40

“YOU SHOULDN'T

EXPECT
SUCCESS

Life BeginsAt40

came to

MacDougall

Y WATER. it was about 2 miles
to the foot of Christopher’s
hill; by land, move than 3.

MacCauley eased the launch

BEFORE 40,

She threw off the blankets and got
| up from the couch.

The Alice Foote MacDougall res-

cup of strange-smelling liquid to her

Her eye fell upon | taurantsshow her personal touch.
down the swollen river until the rac- ,e “Drink.” he said. “If you don't the still i : I ' | . She is particular about the amall
. : ; sleeping figure of Lane. Noth- | i i
fng confiux merged with the oPPN  my man Hyder will be very disappoint= | ing econld Ih“' happened because | | 0 ] Mrs- MacDougall beheves :r::::ali:":::.d:.,m“h to thaie
pea: tep drited Whe blun 0N north-"ed " She obediently drank ana dis- evervthing was too peaceful. | { y phere.
ward. hugeim. fhe ol 1.—'.:11‘-.{1‘ ?S”m' covered that it was pleasant-tasting .  She hurried into the next room to i
etirdy craft rolled with each batter= | hroth,  He gravely watched her emply  find him and bum ' | i - - 4
: ¥ Aling  Way ket 3 : s ped into Douglas —_— ; - . .
h‘.t{.\‘.-':._e \\m".\ slap 11‘1 -:“t:li::l- (‘1‘:1‘:\\1{:%: tllr; l:ulp. Iw;t better?” MacCauley. He scized her hands. REPAIRED AT VERY | e At 40, A]l(e F(}Ute Mac])nugall he( ame :\e“ ‘ 0]"1\ s
Fliugsy Ahel wang s oaes A glow suffused her hody and she “Good morning,” he greeted her. “Hay i - | first w . : ,
he remarked between -::".Ilhf‘d’ teeth felt too complacent to arswer save 2 hite nany" g . ave REASONABLE PRIB!.! n d e ; ﬁl»t woman d?dlel' in CUﬁt‘(.
as 10-fo0! -'F‘“'-'-'l'--‘-““ ot :‘ i"‘:’. ‘\"‘tu.l:-t bl_\' slowly closing her eyves to show thal | Deni.e looked at him coldly. “Let go :”":J'::.“;;""::::::.‘m . At 50, -‘;he Upt'ﬂt‘(] ht‘f‘ n““‘"fan]()u.‘"\ T3 I,Itl]e (-ﬂﬁ-ee
pEain tne ma I.{"\ .I\. ”11.». . .. : she was content _W:Ihm & moment of me” she said. MacCauley released “'Lc"“, | S it - : ( N i ‘ @ :
hanas' for possession oL the Steenng -‘hfl\m sleeping like a child. Chris- her. “Where's Christopher?” she CASTELBEIRG'S ,.hnp in New York ity's Grand Central Station.
gral . ; . tobher gently arranged the blankets asked = | eQpinr ! ) . :
| Tane looked at n;-:alr.::s»‘.a\’.m ”r\':: over her sler.der form and turned away. | The ‘burley man nodded toward one 184 7 STRRES, N. 9. ' . _ | werve people good Ulffetf, L{U(Jd' food in charming sur-
ke he heker, “There's a strip | —_“niked 8cross the room and|corner of the plainly furnished room Never before have Baked Limas been avoilable in cans, ' roundings,”” she reasoned. ““Thev'll come back for more.”
crocs e ASK I L \
of ecoval van know.” - . . - . . .
ST titon: (erried andl sEuTANE They did. Jn 5 short vears, Alice Foote MacDougall
throuziy the dripping elass windows

had built up a $2,000,000 business. She owned six large
restaurants—all noted for their exceptionally good food
and the distinctive charm of their Spanish and Italian

heaving seas ahead.
Denise shivered from the cold and

dampnmess lane saw that she was

uncomfortahie, cursed limself for his

At the dirtv,
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thoughtlessness, and brought a dry - i 5 ) . settings.

bianks' from a small chest. “Here” T” },F\*s ‘s NN AP A N - |

e s Wrap s around E Ik G TORE—SECOND FLOOR She was then 63. Her hard work was done. She put

PR i e it e thoy e her business in the hands of others and retired to enjoy
ientally brushed against PNisP’s : Sy ‘

cigeafally_brushed seainat Deblofs the leisure she had earned.

His skin was unnat-
Hizs breathimg was la-
His eves were dilated. He v““
lonked as though he was on the verge | o‘
nf rollapse. both from exposure and ‘
the wound in his arm

“Chin up.” he said thickly. “We'll
be there before vou know it.” He
was keeping himself from the blissful

Twenty-two months later the restaurants failed. She
had lost everything and was forced to start all over
again from scratch.

MAKES NEW START— AT 65

depths  of  unconsciousness  onlv That was six years ago. Noone | To excel in any field, she he-
through force of will and dogged but her close friends can guess | lieves four things are indispen-
ennrage. |

Denise turned to Pearson. who sat

how hard she has worked since | sable: “Faith in yourself, Im-

huddled in his corner feeling warm ; £ ) then. 'i.'miet_\’. Alice Foote Mae- | aginalinn—-lhe ahilir}: to look
“ ke hm{n fh: hnllp & hl'ln‘:rh::ti i 0“ Dougall is back on top. | past your nose. The mature
smiled gently w e saw her, ar f e : Sl S
'i;"'.“:::"gd’h;t 1¥’ was “"‘"f?" dying_to Women shouldn’t expect | thinking, that comes only after
gre her tender, answering smile. His ) SUCCOSS ht-fnre 4".,' _\["‘-\ Z\Iac- ! years (lf growing up. .-\H'i
N 7 . "N Dougall says. “They are too | Health—so you will be able
. ‘ ' ° ° o n L ~ & - - - - 1 3
:::mnm i~ A oP = e - immature until then. Things | to dig in and work for wha
Tho owney wus nldedue. | the e =0 they do are experimental.” | you want.”
hnat tnssed. Lightning flashed. Rain. : d . .
ever-lasting torrential rain. pounded ’: . .
and beat upon the warped planking | ot e ok
of the corklike craft. Thunder rolled [ § /. .‘ .
in long. drawn out batrages Dcm;.p \’; RER Thell' Easy ‘vay tO Healll
lInnzed for the moment when she [ ?
" wonld again be on solid ground, even _ % O
if that ground was peopled by the l ‘ 1 y 13 ne YOZ? (:an Copy
arnzed ahorigines. 'j'_ T"'i 7/
At last, after many tforturous ‘ } i _
minutes had dragged themselves into 4/ l I
A B S ‘ ' ' me. But I'll never forget how grand
the rudder and headed toward land. [/ f Proud She me. But 1l never forget bow grand
b ot Ak n oy of vmeer ’ r I. \ Mrs. B. Sniedley Cou’d HBIP | not betortured hy heartburn immedi-
he arnounced with a show of cheer- e E 2 | staly abterward. Tw two months Vd
2 ' by Earning | ately 9 r
e ey [ Th S urt forgoiten | furgotten 1'd ever been so miserable.
He had secarcelv finished speaking /1 | e m ' i d = i
: ‘ : i | ] 7 s "6 . 1 | The next year brought some finan
when the boat shuddered violently [ / I Dear Life Regins: Four years ago, | . gea -t it e G
and stopped its forward motion. Mac- f==ol N a “; f was one of the unhappiest women | ;'I‘*li “i‘:‘:‘?‘-l- 'L. :r{:?:lyparslwgnrkﬂd
s its { o a ~ 4 ol : " i ob. k
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al - A, T ¥ Af ¢con- | think o y ' f
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and snatrhing a few moments sleep, ) o < . : ) a8 very, ¥ i 2N I stlill vt Tl s Taat.
e tucia, ATr s hw maets 'll.‘h “ Ne.t . ll a t s .) t Irlllh[ll“_\. t l- I-{HI.T d” -mli alfltl:r"}]_ and I don't need to tell you how en-
relf awake. After a few moments ° » 9 L;"Tm v‘\n_ntml‘.l:-‘l_: l;";h,“ nl.d: Yoo © | thummstie 1 ans sbout it
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Gl b s ° Trimmed with a narrow felt band p Lo i -
" K." he said. “As far as we go. Hop ® a8 - ; 5 .
b Suit, ¢ 2-30 ik b L
She was amazed to find that Mac- ’ . » . a moderately y pe g I ‘
Cauley had brought the boat almost that accepts any Kind of crease . . . Slower Digestion 5 Finds Her
to the heach. Lane sllDP"‘d into the' Plan now f0r yOlll’ new a Wett' edge that helps lt hold ]ts 3 I Lffe Ha;
i ne conimanied, Taod e Spring Suit. A suit that shape . . . a harmonizing feather is Often the First || Righted
S ail ' heightens or shortens, broad- that gives it a note for Spring. In %
epped to the rail. ! b < Te dA Itse
MacCaulev roughly pulled her back. ens or slenderizes as the need all the new Spring colqrs of gray, tep owar ge |
“Just a rrrimm*]‘m-" hh*’ f-aid{ and hﬂnt{’ed may be. Only custom tailor- green or brown . . . in heatl;er Dear L‘é:-m_ .
uns and a large box of ammunition . . : : : s
G000 b0 Lanc s tetreiahon wres ing will give you ?“ ;”rgg pl“; mixtures and smooth fur felts. T vitarcoie Weaad i Yo see b,
“This is more important.” deldU?{llty. periec , an feeling physically below par, the St e ‘I
Lane had no choice but to obey. long, satisfactory wear. Se- reason may be slower digestion. naturally felt it
and strugzled to shore, Denise stared lect vour own type Of fab. - : o Wan 5 0 6,8
Ry ithe NRBORCETNSL MACLEEY, | W00 ric from a large group of At this age, the gastric juices LA, nickeinahue
« purprised to do more than sputter e

Chamberlain
Plenty u! pep at 47

beautiful, fine qualitv wor-
steds . . . your style from a
large group of the latest au-
thentic patterns.

tend to flow more scantily and
+ to have less strength.

. But often it is possible to
quicken digestion and improve |
your general health. Fleisch-
mann’s Yeast is an important

band, to meet
the situation.-

I thought I eould work and still
look after my family and home, so I
got a bookkeeping position with &
duiry-products jobber, the line my
husband is in.

helplessly,

“Take it easy, sister.” he advised,
and went back into the cabin. “Come
on, vou,” he shouted at Pearson, and
turned back to Denise, unbuckling |
his revnlver belt.

"Hold this,” he direcied, and the

Fine Imported Wor-

co be :
. : i 5 having plenty of pep to spare.
into the turbulent sea. She knew his blue can  wall aﬂdm flavor. One cake % hour before | 520 gp
Instinctively that %

. ] But trying to do so much just
next moment she was sitting on his steds b(’-lﬁl’l at 875 "‘ food that helps ilndm..e a.jreer. didl:'[ vn?rk.xl \ad tihts ohen 1
shoulder, and he was strugeling . o stronger flow of digestive juices. hardly slept at all. After eating, I
through the water to the beach where “ This stimulating action comes | was Lotheed with s heavy feekng
e e ber o e e o i from the millions of tiny, live | and indigestion pains in the pit of
He set her down beside the hox 5 o frosh ves t my stomach. At the office, I didn’t
- of ammunition, took his holster from Vet plams i1 fresh yeast. my stomch. At the o, T didn'
her hands, and again slipped it around thiq There is also the added tonic | s ol whers | thnur.iht 'hm_r ey I,
SIAR WAt . d thi: benefit you get from the 4 im- | made would have to be the last.
s st heve appened. nsmm:l elay * ecte A rl-mt’ \'il:.mim in Fleisch- | Fleischmann's Yeast had helped
thing must have happened to John. d Ba cla, Md- _ portant s in " B it B L i
Pearson was standing beside the Mc(j.e,\\an artel’ Lt mann’'s Yeast—the Nerve \‘!m- | e T Ehuipht. "’Why ok oarth
hatchway of the cabin, weakly rlutch- am -1. usua min, the Cold-Resistance Vita- | haven't I tried it?" I went right out
ing a rail for support. He had dragged it 1 . il (e Bone Vitaninand the | ot it 60 Siin 1ny dizertion 16
himself that far and could do no more. Ve W o 10\\ gt ; | O ol I dit v
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vith Agure lurched drunkenly acroc ] Y "] th . ” You'll n | his office. This doesn't stop me from
. - P during or in a little water. You'll soo pme
~ bovish figure lurched drunkenly across o easily " e w - You'll soo o Th doesa st me from
the narrow deck and toppled headlong learn to like its fresh, y |
|

Fleischmann’s Yeast is always to ha
He WashC CoMimG) S ring I ite, for . each meal will help prepare a | found in our ice chest. It's the fam-
up again alive. Lane's uninjured arm | inter, p g . we { strong, full flow of gastric juices | ily stand-by,
was about her, and she buried her ! ina ions S rad',“ to digest your food promptly. | MRS, L. A, CHAMBERLAIN
this arabié
age e
THE CHEERFUL CHERUB gincre se me of cheese. I ate it regularly, and
. I,I: | peng,i Went After thoh indigestir-lmhrleared up;]l kept
. . . _ right on with the yeast and in two
- II'!'\PF‘?II.TT\C. i (> Esoly | : waﬂ v an Better Job and a half months I was back on my
it — - 66 ® 99 drobe. roton ! and Got It | job full time—toting big, heavy sam-
To evltivate a | oo s 're rest ent war c'l'“"i ble cases over a new, bigger territory.
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self-contral. Style, from the ground up, starts with these shoes for young s oty I o h;:nlth. { I'm riding the crest, but T don't,
. 7Y Comn , men who are stepping ahead in smart comfort. Black or tan : ! in shape e {:;:'“';Y;L'f( 2 lﬂz’:‘i“ bR
, calfskin with neatl, medium toe . . . featuring the combination for me. My job was selling, but I | down at the bottom by now and n®
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